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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

You stand about the streets. You loiter at the corners 

and bus-stops, 
You do next to nothing at all. 
You do not even express our inner nobility, 
You will come to a very bad end. 

And I? I have gone half cracked. 
I have talked to you so much 

that I almost see you about me, 
Insolent little beasts! Shameless! Devoid of clothing! 

But you, newest song of the lot, 
You are not old enough to have done much mischief. 
I will get you a green coat out of China 
With dragons worked upon it. 
I will get you the scarlet silk trousers 
From the statue of the infant Christ at Santa Maria 
Novella; 

Lest they say we are lacking in taste, 
Or that there is no caste in this family. 



XBNIA 

I. The Street in Soko 

Out of the overhanging gray mist 
There came an ugly little man 
Carrying beautiful flowers. 
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Poems 

II 

The cool fingers of science delight me; 
For they are cool with sympathy, 
There is nothing of fever about them. 

Ill 

Rest me with Chinese colors, 
For I think the glass is evil. 

IV 

The wind moves above the wheat — 
With a silver crashing, 
A thin war of metal. 

I have known the golden disc, 
I have seen it melting above me. 
I have known the stone-bright place, 
The hall of clear colors. 

V 

O glass subtly evil, O confusion of colors! 
O light bound and bent in, O soul of the captive, 
Why am I warned ? Why am I sent away ? 
Why is your glitter full of curious mistrust? 
glass subtle and cunning, O powdery gold ! 
O filaments of amber, two-faced iridescence! 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

VI 

Go, my songs, seek your praise from the young and 

from the intolerant, 
Move among the lovers of perfection alone. 
Seek ever to stand in the hard Sophoclean light 
And take your wounds from it gladly. 

VII Dum Capitolium Scandet 

How many will come after me 

singing as well as I sing, none better; 
Telling the heart of their truth 

as I have taught them to tell it; 
Fruit of my seed, 

O my unnamable children. 

Know then that I loved you from afore-time, 
Clear speakers, naked in the sun, untrammelled. 

Ezra Pound 
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